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Although I spent most of the summer in England,
I think I have always been more Italian than Scottish.
I was a very affectionate child and a great lover of
animals, particularly dogs.
When I was six years old we went to Andermatt in
Switzerland for a month. One day, whilst stooping
to caress a strange dog which was standing in one of
the village streets, I startled him by so doing, and he
bit me under my left eye. I went into the shop where
Nana was buying some Swiss embroidery. My face
was bleeding profusely. On seeing me she exclaimed
with horror: " What has happened ? " I told her
quite calmly what had occurred. I was rushed to the
hotel and my father, panic-stricken, took me off at
once to the doctor, who cauterised me with hot irons.
My father and others tried persistently to make
me describe the dog, but I refused because I thought
they would find him and beat him. Meanwhile,
at the least show of temper I was suspected of rabies!
Often afterwards my father and I would pass this
particular bobtail St. Bernard, unmolested, and the
secret remained between the dog and me ! But the
scar on my cheek can still be seen.
We used to spend some days in London before our
return to Italy. I stayed, at this particular time,
with my great-aunt, Mrs. Ware Scott, at her house in
Sloane Street. My parents were with my grand-
parents in Wilton Crescent.
Every evening my father came in to say " Good
night" to me. He bent over iny cot and kissed me
" Good night/' I used to. answer : " Good night,
Papa/' Then he would go out and shut the door.
In my childish way I began to worry that every day
should be ended with the same term of endearment